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The learn'd are happy nature to explore; 
The fool is happy that he knows no more; 
The ſtarving chymiſt, midſt his golden views, 
Supremely bleſt; the poet in her muſe, | 
Pork. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT. 


J Addreſs my volume ta 


you, in ink of this particular co 


lour, becauſe I mean it ſhould be 
particularly red and I further wiſh 
it may be looked on as an emblem 
of thoſe bluſhes I hourly wear, for 

the 


's 


oo 
oo 


DESICCATION. 


the crimſon guilt of publiſhing ſuch 
mere, mere trifles. 

Yet are there others of my ſex, 
who ought, perhaps, 'to wear a 


Cos 


85 7 1 
more conſtant bluſh, for worklings 


of theirs, not long fince publiſhed, 
But, as Hamlet ſo aptly obſerves, 


O, Shame, where is thy bluſh 


As, by the choice of my patron, 
J delire no one reader to quit his 


liberty of thinking and judging, in 


favour of my ſex, but to uſe me as 
| deſerve ; ſo do I deſire you in par- 
ticular, to ſtand foremoſt among 
the critics; not only becauſe I in- 
vite you to it, but as you are a kind 
of relation, who, in general, as I 


have 


DEDICATLHLON »v 


have found, are the worſt of all 
friends. 

But, as the ſame prince ſo juſtly 
obſerves, 


Give every man his deſerts, and who ſhall 
ſcape whipping ? 


Now, I would fain not be in the 
- ſituation of a poor Eronian, who, 
though ever ſo ſhort of money, is 
ſtill forced to pay cruelly for his 

own cruel means of puniſhment. 
Vet will this prove my too fad 
lot, if your fo powerful family does 
not aſſiſt me in the fale---when I 
ſhall be in the Rate of the unhappy 
Jad juſt above-mentioned, and pay 
doubly for my puniſhment, as be- 
ing alſo thus at the expence of my 


purſe. 
In 


Vi DEDICATION. 


| In hopes you will, as much as 
h in you lies, prevent my making a 
J rod for my own (and, at the fame 
time, a foo!'s) back, 


I remain, 


| with all reſpect, 


[ - Your moſt and very, &c. 


i Tux AUTHORLING. 


Ci Parnaſſus Valley, 
| April:, 1768. 
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LETTER I. 


To the Right Hon. Lord B —. 


My Lord! London. 


— You men of gallantry--= 
nay, I will even ſtyle you Love-profeſſors--= 
who have taken regular degrees in falla- 
cious affections, and, like other degrees, 
not from merit, but length of time 
talk of love with as much flippancy of 
tongue, and equal indifference of beha- 
viour, as a ſoldier of fixpence a- day does 
of honour--- Obſerve, the latter, when a 
journeyman taylor or blackſmith, was 
thought a. liar in every thing be faid, 

f . 


— 
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if he pawned only his paltry word for 
it; but the ſame man, now, by means of 


' a few yards of red, not ſcarlet, cloth, (for 


that belongs only to gentlemen, as they are 


called,) and a roll of tape ſewed fantaſti- 


cally over it, immediately talks of his be- 
nour, and is to be inſtantly believed; 

though his bare word, as I obſerved be- 
fore, would not have been taken for one 
day's poor pay in the whole week. This 
is being gulled with words---not things--- 
Nor will I ever believe love can be pro- 


perly called fo, till it has followed its ob- 
ject, as you have done by me, through ill- 


neſs, misfortune, and all beneath the moon, 
as the play has it, without aſking, or 
even wiſhing, the vulgar return of a penny- 


worth for the penny; waiting her kind 
return ; and, as her perſon is the only 


treaſure ſhe poſſeſſes, eren it in the 
words of Mr. Rowe: 


Tis all the has, and what ſhe has the offers. 


But, of all you women-hunters, com- 
mend me to the Lady -Eiller, as I call him, 
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who, the moment he finds a female ſeems» 
ingly. to incline towards him, leaves her, 
as he thinks, to die of a grolen heart, and 
is ſurprized, ſome months after, to ſee . 
her walking in a ſolitary corner of Kenſing- 
ton gardens, like myſelf perhaps, inſtead 
of dangling on a branch of ſome oak-tree, 
as a companion to the unfortunate, Bate- 
man, who, as we are informed by every 
puppet-ſhew manager, in his bill of 
fare of the day, died really and truly for 
love, This ſame performance could never 
have been ſo applauded time almoſt imme- 
morial, had there never been ſuch a kind 
ſwain and cruel nymph; and, I believe, 
it has taken ſuch firm poſſeſſion of kitchen 
and ſtable hearts, that no hiſtory-doubts 
will ever be able to bring it under con- 
demnation, any more than a certain vo- 
lume *, lately publiſhed, will render the 
firſt impreſſions of a eee 
of no effect. 

If I meet you in the old corner - of the 
gallery at the Opera this evening, I will 


* Walpole's, &c. 
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even quit Lovatini, who is always new, 
even with an old air, much more a virgin 
one, to finiſh the ſubject I have begun ; if 
not, to-morrow, at the chocolate hour, I will 
- endeavour, at leaſt, to overpower, if I cannot 
convince you- A woman over power, ſay 


you, whoſe buſineſs it is to be undermoſt ! 


Yes, my Lord, but I can tell you in pri- 
vate, that we ſometimes thrive beſt when 
we are uppermoſt, Yet, in whatever ſta- 
tion or poſition I am placed, believe me, 
no time, place, or diſtance, ſhall obliterate 
your friendſhip ; for love, as it is falſely, 
though ſo familiarly called, would remain 


with me, like the poor Ghoſt in Hamlet, 
only 


w ble one with mod'rate haſte might count an hundred. 


Nay, an hundred to one if it did ; but, as 
honeſt Jack ſays, alluding to a paltry debt 
of another kind, I owe you a million; in- 
deed, f e love. 
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| Abruptly, but ſincerely, 
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LETTER II. 


To the Honourable Mr. 
MADAM |! 105 Richmond, 


I Fzar you would not fo 
ſoon have loſt fight of your promiſed land, 
as your laſt ſo truly melancholy letter men- 
tions, but that you thought yourſelf, as it. 
is ſaid of Cleapatra, fo 


— ſecure of all beholders hearts, 


5 Neglecting, you could take them. 


But our ſex are now ſo multiplied (thanks 
to good teeming mothers partly, but chief- 
ly to us girls never leaving home, while 
the army, the navy, the univerſities, and 
the plantations thin the race of men) that 
we are unluckily in the ſituation of mer- 
cers ſhops, which, by being contiguous, 
give people the choice of leaving one and 
finding another immediately. Happy the 


* 
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fingle warchouſe in a country town, and 
the toaſt of the ſame place ; both, 7 their 
turns, may give themſelves what they 
will; and then, as the revel-folks have it, 
Mine is the only booth in the fair. 

But, in proportion as the foreigners have 
too much, we poſſeſs too little of that 
pretty palatable ingredient fartery; and 1 


fear you never gilded the pill ſo but he--- 


I fay he---gueſſed hy its colour it would 
taſte bitter ; for marriage now-a-days is 
wearing out; and a droll acquaintance of 
mine ſays, in twenty years, the proffors 
muſt turn procurers, for there will be na 
more marriages by licences. 

Some ceremony, no doubt, for the de- 
cency of our ſex, and to promote the great 
end of a banquet, will remain; for even 


the beggars leap over a ſtick, and break a 


loaf fogether, that they may never want 
bread- that night at leaſt, But, my dear 
and honourable friend, take my advice, 
and ſtick to the common bait of flattery it 
will do, I will affirm, without even look = 
ing for another. Though your gudgeon 
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has broke one line, and run away with one 
hook, yet will he return. You peſter him 
with the word marriage, I fear ; but young 
men, who go to plays every evening, (or 
any where rather than keep at home,) hear 
ſtrange doctrine at theſe ſchools. Iago, I 
remember, ſpeaking of matrimony, ſays, 


That diet, which, to-day, is ſweeter than honey, 
ſhall, to-morrow, be bitter as coloquintida.“ 


And what ſays Sir John Brute? and what 
does not ſay Mr. Sullen, and a group of 
others, who hate us only becauſe they 
can't get rid of us? Why, even Emma, 
with all her boaſted Engliſh bluntneſs and 
lincerity, knew how to gild the pill a lit- 
tle, when ſhe Bays, | 


For ſeldom, archers ſay, thy arrows err. 


Though, perhaps, he was a worſe markſ- 
man than any of the company. Perhaps 
you have been too inquiſitive: after, and 
curious in finding out, fome fecrets of his, 
Few men like this---and Brutus is the only 
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perſon who forgives his wife for being thus 


forward; yet -ſhe comes round him en 
maitre, and reſts it as a teſt of his love 
not for the real value of the ſecret: 


Dwell I but in the ſuburbs of your heart ? 


Clever woman ! --- but ſhe was Cato's 
daughter, and Brutus could do no leſs 
than flatter her again, by ſaying, 


Thou art dearer to me, than are the ruddy drops 
That viſit my fad heart. 


Thus, you ſee, tit for tat- Senators and 


their wives think it neceſſary to flatter a 
little; but, like mercury, it muſt be given 
with infinite diſcretion, or it is rank poi- 
ſon. Yet, with all this leaf of doctrine 
in favour of this ſame virtue, I fear we 
ſhall never flatter each other; by which 
means our faults will be ſtill fo conſpi- 
cuous :.and, indeed, it was a line of Pope's 
which firſt cured me thinking of it.-- Tis 
where he ſays, 
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I will not ſay what you ſo well deſerve, 
letter, which, from the want of it, ſhall 


ſelf 


| J 


and devoted ſervant. 
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but this I know, that you deſerve a better, 


not be longer than while I ſubſcribe my> 


Your moſt-obliged, 8 6 
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G 4 A not [Re you have fuffered 

a little by the natural calumny of this 
place, a tribute we muſt all pay in our 
ſeveral turns. 1 have felt it leſs, perhaps, 
becauſe I deſerved it: for minds are never 
ſo truly oppreſſed, a8 when they ſuffer in- 
nocently, and could, if they had a fair 
trial, plead Not guilty, My Lord, 1 often 
Wiſh a court of honour was once erected 
In this and every city, which, like a court 
of conſcience, ſhould take cognizance of 
ſmall affairs in the way of reputation; ſuch 
as a gentle whiſper, or. ſo; and end it at 
once, without further appeal, Perſons 
thus cleared ſhould have a ſymbol of ſome 
kind to prove they had been injured, and 
think it would be more becoming than half: 
thoſe ſtars which only the fupid ftarers 
of the multitude (as Pope calls them) fo 
much admire. Though the attacks, pub- 
lc and private, on your reputation are to 
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me but a teſt of your tranſcendent merit. 
The richeſt fruits are ever moſt pecked at 
by miſchievous and hungry birds; and 1 
fear it is often more from hunger than ill- 
will that the ſchemes of calumny prevail, 
as table- hunters muſt do ſomething to me- 
rit the bread they gather there; and ſo, 
like Polonius, to pleaſe the heir- apparent, 
ſwear the cloud is an owl, a camel, or a 
whale.--- I was too far let down the wind, 
(as Othello has it,) to raiſe any caltimnies. 
Declin d into the vale of years, (Shakeſpear 
again), and not form'd in the prodiga- 
tity of Nature, (ſtill ſpouting, you'll ſay) 3 
for you might have gone in and out of my 
apartment, unſuſpeted, --- But but 
but fill up that chaſm of mine, dear Co- 
lonel, with any thing Fo beſt approve--- 
a woman can't. 

But when I wiſhed oy laboured to be 
the companion of your ſofter. hours, why 
would you quit peace, to engage in ſuch 
an unequal fight, as muſt be the caſe, with 
all the tabby aunts of your new conqueſt ? 
The nne of the Whole family muſt be 
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| run, and cruelly too, ere you can be (as 
Iago ſays) medicind to that ſweet ſleep 
which thou hadft yefterday ! All you can 
_ pleadis the old one of your ſex, a dear love 


of variety ; and tho' you have a roſe, yet 


will you animals, called Men, rather make 
your fingers bleed by gathering one of your 
own choice, than ſmell at that which (like 
myſelf) I hoped would ever be in your 
boſom.” . 

Ah me 1---well---and did you hang 
over her enamour'd ? Did you call her the 


goddeſs of your idolatry ? that ſhe was ſo 
exquiſite à muſician, fhe could fing the ſa- 
vageneſi out of a bear; that ſhe might lie 


by an Emperor's fide, and command him 
taſks; and ſo on, world without end, 


Amen !---Well l I'll be hanged if I am 


not jealous.---Yes, my dear Colonel, that 
Jealouſy which only can ariſe from exceſs 
of love. You ſhall not fee me weep, ſays 
poor Lear; yet will it tranſpire by my ſer- 


. vant perhaps, that, like David, I Hh, 


* watered my couch with | my tears Poor 
Eloiſa is all my comfort---She finds words 
to my ideas--= With her I can truly ſay, 
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I waſte the matin lamp in ſighs for thee, 
Thy image ſteals between my wort and me 


I have taken the liberty to change a word 
there for one, whoſe reputation has been 
ſinged as mine, is ſuppoſed to be ſo deſerts 
ed by the Deity, as not to be admitted, 
ſhould ſhe knock ever ſo loud Cruel 
world 1. Let ber that i is innocent throw 
the firſt flone---and, well thought of 
that laſt word reminds me of a pretty lady, 
not far from our mutual acquaintance, 
whv is to be married on St. Stephen's day, 
and ſays ſhe has her reafons--=We are all | 
in the dark---but you and I can give a 
ſhrewd gueſs, for that poor martyr was 
Poned, you know---But I forget---you'of= 
ficers only ſee the outſide of a Teſtament ; 
namely, when you take oaths for a new 
commiſſion. _ 

That yours may never grow old is the 
unfeigned wiſh of her who glories in being 


Your affectionate, - - 


and warmeſt friend. 
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I Twryx Dean Swift calls it kad: 

ing the life of a ſpider; when one is in a 

Rate of uncertainty- a liſe of ſuſpence ate 
dais very words. I have been in ſuch a ſitu- 
ation ever ſince I had the pleaſure to ſee 
you laſt. But, in the moving ſtate I Wass 


perhaps many of your letters miſſed me: 


| | Th' unlueky have but minutes 


As 1 paſſed over Edge-hill, I went to ſee 

the fine proſpect from the inn, where my 

| dear Mr. Shenſtone wrote the following on 
the wall of ſome alcove, when in a mood 
| ſo like my own, that I think no civilities 
| (much more friendſhips) acceptable, but 
| what we pay for, though at ever fo great 
a price. Every favour, even the poor one 
of a diſh of bad tea from the family teas 
pot, where not a leaf is added on my ae- 
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zount, but only. the junction of fore more 
warm water, by Which means, as the 
gamblers ſay, Twenty may play, as. well as | 
one, is ſome time or other brought round 
to your ears, and, by the ſtrange multipli- 
cation- table of e minds, augmented. ta 
the old words of alzpays living upon them., 
---Shenſtone certaiuly was; in this mood 
of miſanthropy, when he e the fol- 
lowing : 11 r 90 bt. 1.140% 23,9280 


_ ww er has travell'd life's dull roundy 
Whate'er his ſtages may have deen, 

W own, alas he always found 
* warme welcome 4 in an inn. 


/ 


But a  droll friend: of! ours divitled takes into 
4 laß, and he was a prophet in the affair; 
for, at this time, is he doing penance for 
the warm reception ſhe ſo unkindly gave 
bim, though ſhe had never been within 
the ſound of Bow-bell, or heard St. PauFs 
clock ſtrike the midnight-hour, when the 
moſt dangerous of theſe nymphs are abroad 
for want of a lodging, and may therefore 


be ſtyled Night-errants, Yet have the 


. 
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worſt of theſe poor creatures been tenderly 
educated, © maternally foſtered, and, but 
for having ears, (for their eyes ſeldom are 
fo much their ruin, ) might have been now 
the induſtrious wife of ſome honeſt far- 
mer, and, of courſe, a joyful mother of 
children. Ves, Sir William, flattery is 
their ruin, and you men know the quick 
or ſlow poiſon neceſſary for ſuch con- 
queſts. But I ſhould be equally angry at 
an expert gunner, deſigned for much no- 
bler game, waſting his ammunition on a 
poor houſe- robin, as a, man of learning, 


wit, family, fortune, glorying in a con- 


queſt over a poor inner and carder, the 
height of whoſe ambition before was an 
amber Weh ae checked . and aan 
gold ring. i 

The height of my e is to d 


myſelf ever, as in duty bound, e 
. ain, od-obi 70 £1 
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AV ror ſure no woman was 
- ever fo diſappointed as myſelf.- Though I 
blame my folly, and feel my loſs, yet can 
I hardly keep from laughing Why, you 
muſt; know, . a Dutch butter-merchant, 
juſt landed, fell in love with me, would 
have married me immediately, if Fleet 
parſons had been {till in being, when 1 fa- 
tally brought him down to this place, 
where the proſpect has been my over- 
throw: For, coming from his own. flat 
country, and never having been in Eng- 
land before,. he is, all day long, {moking 
on the hill, and never has mentioned a 1 
word of love ſince. Sometimes he will | 
ſay ſo far as this, O my charming, cbarm- 
ingrrrand when I think he means myſelf, 
5 | 
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'tis Lord Harrington's ſummer-houſe, per- 
haps, all the time, or an elbow of old fa- 
ther Thames, under my cottage-window. 

You deſire an account of our new thea- 
tre: It reminds me of what Quin once 
ſaid to Lord Tyrawley---both wits in their 
way, and rather rough ones : 'The former 


told the latter, that he did not go to ſee 


the then players at Bath for the ſame rea- 
ſon his Lordſhip did not go to ſee ma 
trained- bands exerciſe. 

But while Quin paid my Lord the com- 


pliment of his being a great and good of- 
ficer, he, at the fame time, ſtamps him- 


ſelf the beſt player; and many would not 
allow him this, even though he had ſerved: 
ſo many ſeveral, apprenticeſhips to the 
ſtage, and Garrick ſet up for himſelf be- 
fore he had finiſhed half his. firſt inden 
tures. 

This reminds me of tn aber nlltuke! 
through life of thoſe who. think a number” 
of years, like as in an aloe, brings every 
thing to perfection, and that leſs will not 


do. But commend me to thoſe old offi 
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cers {whoſe race, I hope, is near extinct) 
d during all Queen Angels Wars, 
and yet perhaps never ſaw a cannon, fired, 
but ſtaid at ſeme ſea- port. to watch the 

baggage, count the noſes of all the re- 
cruits, (though that might be difficult too) 
or do duty at ſome. hoſpital for lick and 
wounded ; when, during the laſt war, the 
blooming. fons of Mars (ſcarce a week 
from the ſunſhine. of their miſtreſſes ſmiles) 
did wonders, and gained more glory in 
one day, than the old firelocks I ſpeak of 
would in a century, could they haye lived 
fo long -and ſo, as the Iriſh . Long 
ife to therr lono urs. 

And now, to bring matters to A. Poing, 
does vour Ladyſhip think, (and no one 
knows better) that, in love, people muſt 
.ſerve ſuch a number of years, firſt as ap- 
prentices, next as journeymen, before 
they can enter into trade with a fair lady? 
On the contrary, I think, though ſtill 
ſubmitting to your better judgment in 

theſe matters, that a young active fellow 
may open ſhop immediately, nor fear be- 
D 2 
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ing 2 bankrupt, unleſs he 5063-28 him 
felf, and which, indeed, young beginners 
are but too apt to do. Well, my Lady, 
if the men have their Jokes abbut us, we 
are even with them. Indeed, I think 
1 think French gaiety begins to get foot- 
ing among us, and we women ſhall ſooner 
get huſbands with wit and raillery, than 
our great grandmothers, with houſeckeep- 
ing, receipts, and methods of making 
falves; for I ſhould fear, was Tz man, 
having ſuch a wife, leſt my houſe ſhould 
become an hoſpital for fick and wounded: 
If we are fick, and wounded with love, 
our cure is ever at hand; at leaſt, I can 
cure myſelf ; which is by at once boldly 
tearing out the blank leaf, and beginning 
a new one. I ſhould rather keep. to the 
old expreſſion of turning over a new one ; 
and, truly, we may turn them over and 
over again, before we ſhall ever read, at 
leaſt underſtand them. I may truly fay 
q they are unintelligible, or, like the chil- 
| dren's Chriſtmas book of paſtime, 7he Im- 
Pnetrabh Secret 3 but the men cannot 'fay 
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fo of us---We are made of penetrable tuff 

an odd expreſſion | that, by the bye, if 
Hamlet did not uſe it to his Nonbured mo- 
ther. That I am penetrated with your 
Ladyſhip's good ſenſe is no news- and ma- 
n of thaſe coxcombs here, who, againſt 
nature, quit green meadows and old fa- 
ther Thames, for a1-candle-ſunſhine the- 
atre may think to penetrate! me and my 
deſigns - they may endeavour ita -- but bes 
lieve I am too deep to be got to the bot- 
tom of, unleſs you could transfuſe your 
good ſenſe and good nature into ſome 
man, and then I might have hopes of be- 
ing ar eee Tp ene a8 iö 9225 your- 
ſelt 
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* which; but that he gives us an idea of his 


makes uſe of ſuch machines. But would 
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bf N. Mr. e 8 endeten to 
Miſs Pary: Blount on her birth-day,, I-am 
a little angry with him for two lines, 


= + * 


love being platonic, would rather "or ludi- 
OW. 55 dene Z e bo 


rh 


If added years to life give Deen new, A Wy 
But, like a ſieve, let all our pleaſures thro — 


An expreſſion, I. think, rather favouring 
of a turner who ſells, or 4 cook-maid who 


you believe this great man to be a thief, 
nay, the worſt of thieves? for he robs 
even church-yards. Not far from Grave- 
ſend is a- common tomb-ſtone, or rather 
head-piece, where the thought of theſe 
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lines is entirely borrowed, in his poem to 
the r of an unfortunate lady. 


| Here, breathleſs, les, 88 A done, 2 name, 
What once had beauty, honour, wha, þ and fame. 
How lov'd,' how honour'd, once, avail » not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot; 
An heap of duſt alone remains of thee; 
'Tis all thou art, and all the proud thall be. 


Now, for the divine ſimplicity of the 
country bard, who writes, as they love, 


from pure nature, and which, in both, is 
the . 


Lonce el benny, and they ffatter's it; 
once had what they call'd a lively wit; 
Now cold I lie, without a word to ſay, 
Yet do the neighbours cry, I had my day. 
How I was eurtſy'd to, it matters not, 
Or by what parents L was firſt begot ; 

I was, but am not; think no more of me, 
Tis all the proudeſt of the town ſhall be. 


Poor girl! the was even with ſome of 
thoſe, who, as it may be gueſſed, were 
envious of her wit, her beauty, and what 
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tous about the inſide. 
vour to adorn both for your Ladyihips 


not; and I honour her 4 little for the 


fpirit ſhe ſhews, and venom ſhe. ſpits, 


even from her tombſtone. Who the la- 
dy Was, thus recorded by Mr. Pope, never 
yet tranſpfted; ſome ſay it was à relation 
of tlie Norfolk family. Be it as it will, 
the certainly was one of thoſe very few 
who knew what real love was, and fell a 
martyr to that nobleſt of all paſſions. 

I fear the modern race, both of ladies 
and gentlemen, love themſelves too well to 


love any one elſe ; but, as the Scripture 


ſays, they have their reward. They may 
be ſaid to vegetate, not live; and they 
paſs through life, like Dutchnien and Wo- 
men in a foreign country, without know- 
ing, or being known, 55 any, but 9255 
own dear, dear ſelves. What a life! 
The male toilet, like the female one, 


now engroſſes ſo much time for the outſide 


of an head, that few are in the leaſt ſolici- 
'I equally endea- 


and am, | 


'Yours, SS. * 
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LETTER VI. 


To Mr. 0. 
SIR! W is Tai 


| I Remember one of the Specta- 
tors is dedicated to Mr. Methuen, and I 
think, as with yourſelf, that plain diſtinc- 


or Captain, unleſs ſuch are worn by bet- 
ter ſubjects than I have found them, and 
the beſt of which fall fo infinitely ſhort of 


your good ſelf, It 1s in true friendſhip, 


retire to a certain diſtance, the better to 
_ diſtinguiſh the real beauties of one or the 


OR FB YO OO SE TO IND RIOT. et POO Fe JOEY a - 


with you, yet did I never know your 


The muſhroom-friends, who have fo nu- 
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tion of Mr. preferable to all the titles of 
Your Grace, Right Honourable, Colonel, 


perhaps, as in true architecture, we muſt. 


other; and, indeed, though often ſo cloſe 
intrinſie value, till you quitted England. 


meroully ſprung up in your abſence, re- 
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mind me of that herd which Horatio, in 
the Fair Penitent, ſo aptly c deſcribes 


One lover to FOE Kill ſucceeds, 
Another, and another after that, | 


.- 9 * 


Now ſhall I nels the whole? by ſay⸗ 


ing too, 
And the laſt fgol's as welcome as the former. 


But, pray commend me to thoſe, who 
vainly think to recommend themſelves to 
me, by ſaying they dined, ſupped, or 
walked with you at Bruſſels, Paris, or 
elſewhere, and think it ſufficient to de- 
ſcribe your . perſon, (which any paltry 
painter or ſtatuary can do) when they 
would fail in drawing one line of your 
good. heart; and which, indeed, if they 
could, might give one hopes of their co- 


pying t the whole, and, by degrees, unitat- 


ing it.---No, ſay they, I hate trouble, 
and had rather walk on in the dirty path 1 
ever have trod, than ſeck another, even 
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with the chance of its being a much bet- 
What ſays Dr. Young ? 

K life plaid is/a life + of pain, 


Theſe buſy idlers, or idle boys of bufineſi--= 
F will never call them men---have ſcarce 
time to ſigh, much more write, a common 


letter of recommendation, for a diſtreſſed 


patient; to ſome hoſpital; are longer un- 


der their Fiſſcur than any coquet of the 
petticoat- order; and (as it was ſaid b y 
old Lord Winchelſea of a certain Duke) 


they loſe the firſt hour in the morning, 


and ſpend all the reſt of the day in look- 


ing after it. And are theſe the boaſted 
Lords of the creation ? -— Well, thank 


Heaven, beſides the Portias and Lucretias 


of former days, we have modern inſtances 
of women, whoſe actions would throw a 


bluſh over the beſt of theſe animals; and, 
as for letters, have not we had, in our 
country, I mean, without ſending over 


the water, fifty leagues up the continent, 
E 2 | 
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to fetch them, a Behn, a Conan, and, þ 


to the late misfortune of our iſland, a 
Fielding? Would to Heaven I had lived 


in thoſe golden days ! by reflection, even 
ſome light might have been thtown on 


your poor friend: Not that I am forry to 
have ſeen a Con. Philips, a Pilkington, 


and the two Somerſetſhire authoreſſes, 
whoſe names, at preſent, . my memory, 
does not ſo far befriend me as to recolle&,: 
but you know whom I mean.---Well, by. 
changing names and the ſex, the lines to 
Miſs Blount will be very ſuitable from me 


to you. I will not be out-done by Pope 


in fentiment and friendſhip, however I 
may in language; but as, in this inſtance, 
his very words and thoughts would be 


truly my own, pray take them. 


May day on day increaſe, and year on year, 
Without a pain, a trouble, or a fear ; 

And, oh | ſince death muſt that loy'd frame deftroy, 
Die in a ſudden extaſy of joy ; 

Or let thy foul in ſome ſoft dream remove, 

And be thy lateſt gaſp a gaſp of love. 
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Now, between friends, he cannot mean a | 
fit of laughing ; that would be rather a | 
kind of ſtrangling and painful death!!! 
rather think he would whiſper (though 
not ſpeak loud) thoſe fits of tender or ſoft 
apaplexy, which we are both but too ſub- l 
ject to, and which are not of that nature 1 
to end us at once, but linger, linger on, | 
till J fear inſenfibility muſt be our. lot, if 
we live long enough. That I am not yet 
inſenſible of you, and thoſe favours you 
beſtow ſo liberally, and in. ſecret too, 
(which ever ſhould be to a woman) will 
appear beſt by enquiring of thoſe, even in 
my own ſex, Who, if poſſible, would leſ- 
ſen every thing of a man, more eſpecially 
when they ſuſpect he gives his all to one. 
May I ever be that happy perſon to con- 


tinue which, not only imagine, but reſt 
n, I am | 


Your faithful, &c. 
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L. ss 800 tn beo e le 
know:-mylſelf not the leaſt; in my ſincereſt 
cungratulations on the ſtate! you have ſo 
lately and ſo happily entered, and which | 
might have been! my Happy lots at your 
early age, but that the curtain of my 
ſufferings muſt at once drop, or I ſhalł he 

incapable-to be ſo chearful on this oœcaſion 
of youre, as my friendſhip, _ n. 
gratitude, prompt me. 

Jam glad you have peda _— to 
millions, and privacy to- pomp. Believe 
me, my dear, the words Graes or Bady- 
ſhip ſeem only a mock on poor mortality, 
when care and wretchedneſs have taken 
hold of us, and a Lord ef an huſband (I 
really mean a peer in this place, for, 


otherwiſe, they are all /ordly enough) 


_ 


for no fooner ig a man in poſſeſion of a wo- 


man's heart, but he never can get rid of 


Jr NE SFAL QUO1T, 31 
Dives ſad conſolation in a family-quarrel. 
hen every oath is larded with My Lady! 
I need not give you a hint, of all peo- 
ple, (whoſe penetration has ſo. often ſeen 
its il conſequences in others) how necef- 
ſary it is to play the politician a little, and 
not appearing ſo fond of your huſband in 


public, as you privately may be. Lord 


Foppington, in a profeſſed fit of raillery, 
and without a further meaning than, per- 
haps, to ridicule, has given us a maxim, 
which our ſex ought to write in letters of 
gold. When his brother, Tom, has been 
liſtening very patiently to an hiſtory of his 
Lordſhip's intrigues, this queſtion natu- 
tally occurs: But pray, My Lord, do you 


never think of gaining a woman's heart? 


To which he ſmilingly anſwers : that, of 
all things, be hates the very thought of it: 


tbe reft of her body. 
Why, ſhe would bang on him, (tops 
Hamlet) as if increa/e of appetite grew by 


lat if fed on; and, perhaps, this diſguſt- 


l 
1 
4 
[i 
: 
a 
| "1 
_ vi 
= 
4 
4 
14 
9 N 
| | 
, 
| 


Foy * * K 4 j 4 . N 
- \ 
* 
, : 
p : 
- 


[ 


32 JE N= 8 AI Qvor. 


ed his ſacred Majeſty, her firſt huſband, 
when, growing cold to her, ſhe ſought for 
another, acted a different part with him, 
from her experience of the laſt, and, Tam 
ſorry to ſay it, in order to bring it about 
ſooner, gave him, perhaps, a doſe of lau- 
danum. 
Roſalind, I think, in Shakefocar s co- 
5 medy of As you like it; and from which, 
you ſee, I almoſt chriſten og idle won 


tr 
| lays, | Edt 93 Up th 
| Ws 
| Men are May when they wooz but Dad, * 2 
| they wed. = 
q —- WM 
| The meaning is not | incomprehenſible; p 
. and hope you never will find it out by v 
experience. Lord Halifax's ſweet advice MW t! 
to a daughter, and that epiſtle of Swift's 3 g 
| to a Lady juſt married, will be the ſureſt $ e 
5 guides to your preſent, as well as future, i 
| happineſs. In ſome few inſtances, a wife 3 t 
| may play the daughter, and turn the huſ- = 
band into a parent. Men love ſubjetion nn 
nin a woman, even though we only male t 
[. 
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Y /-lieve ; and that wife will always carry 


her point beſt, who truſts to duty more 
than beauty. The former is new every 


day, the latter grows too familiar, as 1 


fear my letters do, though they bear that 


very title. As men of ſenſe are ever near- 


eſt to folly, in matters of the cabinet with 
our ſex, never, if you would take my ad- 


vice, refuſe, or be cold to, any ſeeming 


trifle of this fort, *Tis often to try us 


they offer this; and it is in love, as in | 


money-affairs'; if people are quick in re- 
turning a trifle, more material favours will 
follow, But the great danger of refuſing 
theſe lor diy creatures is the number of de- 
pendants in our ſex (town and country), 


oho watch every opening to cloſe with 


their weakneſſes; and, by theſe trifles, 
get a material footing, which their inter- 
eſt will never ſuffer them to leave, even 
if length of time did not kindle ſome lit- 
tle ſparks of affeion, if we may call it 
by that name. 


As T hope ſoon to ſee you, will, till 
then, poſtpone the volume I could write | 


$34 JI yr $941 .qv9gyt. 
on this ſo feeling an occaſion. In the 
mean time, go back to a favourite, ſong, 
made public, L hope, for the good of our 
private ſelves, and which, I belieye, (if 
our ſex are. not, 1ncorrigible), gained more 
proſelytes to a ſyſtem of conjugal happi- 
neſs, than all the words the altar-ceremo- 
ny enjoin us. Leſt it ſhould be out of Wil 
print, I will truſt even to a very treacherous WM ©! 
memory, that you may not be diſappoint- WW 7: 


ed; and ſo, wiſhing, though: tis a ſhort Wl © 
le of. conduct for you, that it may be a ln *x 

W- Reg e one I remain Z 
mo e | —_ 
| eons. 807 very affeRtionate, &c, Wl » 
| | 1 4 681 
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To make the man kind, and keep true to the bed, bk 
Whom your choice, or your deſtiny, brings you to wed, | a f G 
Take an hint from a x friend, whom e, das YA 

taught, =” 
And experience, -we know, never fails when tis 
* | 


"us 


ort 


Fe. 


* 
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II. 
The arts which you prattis'd, at firſt to enſnare, 


(Forg i in love, little arts, as in battle, are falt) 
Whether neatneſs, or prudence, or wit, were the bait | 


Let che hook full be coyer'd, and ſtill . the cheat, 


III. 
Should he fancy another, upbraid not his flame 
To reproach him is never the way to reclaim: 
Tis more to recover, than conquer, an heart z 
For one is all nature, the other all art. 


N 


IV. 


Tho' a fairer than you he ſhould happen to ſee, 

Be pleas'd with his choice, and then wiſh you were ſhe 3 
Slyly find out your rival's particular charms, 

And, at night, be the very ſame girl in his arms; 


ef 7 


Good ſenſe is to them, what a face is to youz 


3 1 Flatter that, and, like us, they but think it their due; 


Doubt the ſtrength of your judgment, compar d to 
his own, 


And he'll give you perfections, at preſent unknown, 


F 2 


2 —— 


I Ire 
2 r —̃ — —²q A2 — — Ä—ä 5 
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| VI. 
Should you learn that your rival his bounty partakes, 
And your merited fayour, ungrateful ! forſakes ; 
Still, fil! debonnair, ſtill engaging and free, I 
Be deaf, tho you hear ; and be blind; tho you ſee, i 
| 4 8 | 
: | 
| | | | 
| ” 
| : g | þ _ 
Wn | 
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LETTER. IX 


SIR! Chifwick. 


I Avi truly ſenüble of, as 1 am 
ſorry for, the uncommon pains you muſt 


have taken with an obdurate wretch like 


25 to make him even own he has 


wronged me. This conceſſion is one 


drop of balſam to an afflicted heart like 
mine, and who can fay, with the inge- 
nious author of the elegy, that 


Melancholy marks me for her oyn. 


Vet will 1 diſappoint this vain tyrant. 
He expects I will write to him, that he 
may ſhew a letter ſpotted with my tears, 
to raiſe a further laugh from himſelf firſt, 


and the circle of his idler friends after- 


wards.--=What ſays Rowe? 
Z 


** 


Je Ar eM uh 


; g 
| | A dancing, ſkipping tribe they are; 
WI -- Fit only for themſelves, They herd together ; 
| And when the wanton glaſs warms their vain hearts; 
| They talk of beauties which they never ſaw, 
; * boaſt of pleafures which they never knew. y 
Me No, my * friend, I will look on m as 
of a jewel ling loft ; and, indeed, his in- 
gratitude may be fortunate in the end; 
for 1 ſhould have put confidenee in others, 
perhaps been again betrayed, and had the 
ſame page of ſorrow to read over again. 
— as 8 ſo . 05 w NA 0 10 


1 . mgl. now, and I feel within me 
J A peace above all earthly dignities. 


| I ſhall beg you to undertake the (per- 

| haps wunwelcoine) office of beating back 

| 

his picture to him, and the jewels annex- 

| + ed. I had given him poſſeſſion (as I fool- 

iſhly thought) of a jewel, enen to 
| Othello, 511 hor 


— ————  —-< +. — 
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N 63 AF ach 1 e ! Lets 
- Richer than al all his r. 


3 L | 10 500 lun, 1 fig again, | 


q I've Sas the At fervice, and | they know its ; 
Nor more of that 
; 2 | 1 
; Ves, aſk him boldly, (for truth is ever 
ö ſuoch,) if my ſlender purſe was tied fo 
= hard, but that the knot would. be a flip 
m_ one to him? Nay, more === but, with 
ö 2 poor b Eloiſa, 1 muſt ſay, raj ih | | 


Let tears and burnipg bluſhes ſpeak the reſt, 
13 6 WONG RE LADIES BI, CET THO 


Well---your pity 1 is my only balſam---I 
_ know 1 have it in quantity. Poor Oroo- 
-_ noko tells Blandford (a friend like your 


good ſelf), 22 pF 
Do, pity me! | i! 
Pity's akin to love, and ev'ry thought 4 ) 


of that ſoft kind fits welcome to my foul. 


1.494 Top 


2 re n 
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| Could I recolle& the words, or rather 
| lines, which Voltaire made uſe of, when 
he threw back the King of Pruffia's iC- 


ture, I would ſpare you the trouble of in- * # 
venting a proper meſſage, 1 remember it 
eben 
6 „ 
n ; 


I received it with pleaſure 
I return it with diſdain, 


J 
Fel . - 


And now, hoping to ſee you often; (for 
| you are not of that liſt whom Hamlet 225 
| a licence to quit him, by 


| 
| You, as your buſineſs and deſires ſhall PRIN: 


8 1 beg you to follow Othello 8 maxim 'to A 

| tittle, when that poor. man, diſtraed 
it | like myſelf, though from a different ea 
| ſays, 


- ſpeak of me as I am; ys 
| Nothing extenuate, nor ſet down aught | in walice I 
Then muſt you ſpeak of one that lov'd not viſely, 


But too well.. \ 


# 
: 
4 . l 
- 
| : 
= » þ 
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3 You know I arty with Lady 4484, | 
tt Kenſington palace; and ſhall ſtay the | 
2 | ummer : if I can't engage you; let the | 
= Wardens bring it about; and, by the bye, 

0 = cn ſay, with poor Eve, they ate 


oy earlick viſitation, 
And my laſt at ev ning 


Adieu, adieu, my good Colonel: and 
e common ſaying, that the King may 
; i ake an officer, but not à ſoldier, is alſo 
Equally true, that he may make a foble- 

van, but not à gentleman. In both in- 
ances, you are 4 proof of it; but hope 
o proofs. are wanting how much I am 


Yours, Ge. 


P. S. A poſtſcript puts me in mind of a 
friend of ours, who, having tired his 
_ cotnpany by, at leaſt, an hour, takes 
HT leave, as it may ſeem, and then, 


% 
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pretending to have forgot his cane or 
gloves, returns, and plagues them 
again for a whole evening. 

A poſtſcript is too often like a mealy 
apple, or muſty cheſnut, after a good 
repaſt.— -In ſhort, if T go on much 
longer, I ſhall, ag Dean Swift ſays, 


| 


Uſe ſimilies that nothing fit. 


But, indeed, when I write to you, | 
ſeem talking to you. Good writing, 
Mr. Spencer, the ingenious, tells us, 
is converſing at a diſtance, as a ſo- 
liloquy'is loud thinking. 
You ſee, like the good Adam, with his 
better angel, 


How ſubt'ly to detain thee I contrive. p 
| 25 : 
And I can truly add, 


. 
50 1 


Wich thee'converſing, I forget all time, 
And while Iwrite to thee; I ſeem in heav'n. 


- 
* 


Wont who — + 


is 
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Once more adieu; and, in the words of 
poor Lucia, | 


- 


- 


— 


Know thou wrong'ft me, if thou think'ſt 
Ever was love, or ever grief like mine. 


Adieu, again. 


G 2 


— — — 
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Kenſington, 


f VV Err---of all boaſters among 
the modern race of coxcombs, commend 
me to thoſe who endeavour to paſs for 


men of fortune, when it is well known 
they have none, by bragging of having 


been the keepers of ſuch or ſuch fine wo- 
men, and that their ingratitude in general 
now cuts off all future commerce of feeling 
friendſhips, at leaſt with the particular 
part of them, for ever afterwards ; other- 
wiſe, that they ſhould! have continued to 
be ſo for the reſt of their good lives, even 
though it had reduced them to the ſad 
neceſſity of a laſt /p/endid ſhilling. 


Believe me, I knew a good girl, who 


had a head to conceive, and a heart to ex- 


. 
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ecute, every thing great and generous in 
the way of affection; but, unluckily, fix- 
ed it on a wretched ſubaltern, when ſhe 
had merits, if not charms, to have capti- 
vated a commander in chief; but, as the 
play has it, Willful will do it. 

Beſides the favours ſhe is ſuppoſed tg 
have beſtowed, and which, had I been a 
man, wauld have been eſteemed ineſtima- 
ble, ſhe often unadorned her pretty per- 
ſon, I know, the better to adorn his ugly 
ane---nay, I believe, oftener miſſed a 
meal than a poor poet, that ſhe might re- 
gale him the better at a meeting---thug 
deceiving herſelf, the better to deceive 
him, and make him rather believe ſhe wag 
independent, (at leaſt moderately ſo) than 
appear in neceſſity, leſt his then pretended 
affection ſhould have been taxed by pecu- 
niary rewards, when ſhe too well knew 
how it would diſtreſs him if he was in 
earneſt, and, if not, that the. ſhould loſe 


him in the fad experiment. --- She had 


_ Pope too often, pot to route hars 
that 


| 
| 
. 


' 
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| Love, free as air, at ſight of human ties, 
Spreads his light wings, and, in a moment, flies. 


Poor Lady! ſhe is now, as the Scotch 
call it, incarcerate (thanks to her genero- 
fity); and this idle tall boy, now and then, 
pretends to ſend a poor ſigh after her, 
which coſts nothing, or he would not be 
fo mad (as the world call it); and, with an 
air of the ſcoundrel oftentation he fo inhe- 
fits, and which I mean to paint in lively 
colours, fince IT am at it, cries, Poor 
girl! 1 loved her, and, as a proof of it, 
ſupported her and her whole family, as 
long as they deſerved it ; nay, ſhould have 
ſettled a penſion on her at leaſt, or got the 
good King or Queen to have appointed 
her a bedchamber-woman, or ſome ſuch 
trifling place or other about court, for I 
can do it with a wet 'finger---(obſerve, 
my dear, how vulgar he is---you'll know 
him better by it) - but---but---but---" 
and fo leaves off in the middle, like Hu- 
dibras's ſtory of the bear and fiddle. 


IS NE 8GAL Gol. * 
And now, to come to the point, this 
genius (or very pretended genius) has 
juſt four ſplendid ſbillings a day, kill or 
not hill; and as for his eſtate, it is like 
the poor honeſt Hibernian's, neither here 
nor there. 


And ſo this poor girl is to feel a double 


portion of ſorrow !---His vanity (I may 


ſay unbounded vanity) is to give her the 
fad reputation of being ungrateful, and of 


having been extravagant---and, with all 
the gold he can boaſt of, (on the outſide of 
his coat only) he ſtill declares he would 


ſend her a cool hundred or two, if ſhe de- 
ſerved it; for though ſhe has half ruined 
him, yet has he ſtill enough to be mode- 
rately generous withall. I can truly ſay, 
with Lucy, in the Beggar's Opera, that 


When he comes to the tree, ſhould the hangman refuſe, 
Theſe fingers, with pleaſure, ſhould faſten the nooſe. 


For I am ſure he muſt be hanged at laſt ; 
and, ſo far from even butchers weeping, as 
poor Polly alſo fays, I believe the idleſt of 
our ſex would not ſhed a real tear for him, 


Je nu 8s Uvor. 

Thus have I endeavoured, though faint- 
ly indeed, to picturize a man (if he may 
merit ſuch a name), and in ſuch "indelible 


colours too, that he may never impoſe on 


vou, as he has done ſo fatally on many; 
and hope, as you know the wretch, by 


ſight at leaſt, that you will ſay I have 


painted him in his own proper colours 
and would to Heaven I could immortalize 


him in vefſe, as 5 does, when he ga 


Wnoe⸗ er offends, at pt unlucky time, 
Slides into verſe, and hitches in a rhime. 


Ves, he Gould hitch ſo as never to extri- 
cate his dear ſelf; and, though a woman, 
would I contradict this great writer, and, 


for once, would break a butterfly upon a 
wheel, 


I am, &c. 
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LETTER, XI. 


* th fame. 2 Law 
Kenſington. 


| INpreb, my dear, I am not like 

Juliet, for cutting out my love into little 
ars, to make heaven fo fine---on the 41 
contrary, I would preſerve him entire. 
Tis to you I am obliged for this jewel of 
the firſt water, and I will wear him, (fo 
ſays my dear Prince of Denmark) in my | 
heart---aye, in my, heart's core, in my 
heart of hearts, as 1 da thee. 

I beg you will ſhare with me in this 
joy, by paſling the evening here. In the 
mean time I ſhall take a ſhort nap, not 
only on account of gpr ſo ſudden warm 
weather, but for the pleaſure of veritying 
what you are left to imagine by the fol- 
lowing idle ode, wrote at an ide hour, 
and perhaps to as idle a friend as eyer a 
fair Lady idled with---for a lover ſhould 


H 


No 
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never be a man of buſineſs.- Nor can 1 
imagine, while confols and omniums are 
almoſt running over in his brain, that 


ever he can conſol my bliſs, or give me the 
omnium I wiſh and want. ; 


ODE To SLEEP, 
. | 
Come, ſweeteſt pattern of that bliſs 
We may enjoy in death ! 
For conſtant then will be the kiſs 
When we reſign our breath, 


No jealouſies can then prevail, 
No fears of hearts that change; 
The ſame idea ſhall prevail, | 

Tho' earthly ones may range, 


II. | 
Oh!] think the joy thus to preſerye 


Forever what we love 
To hold an heart that ne'er can ſwerve 
Such angels find above; 
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Their bliſs, to earthly minds unknown, 
We only can ſurmize ; 
f But hearts like ours, and ſuch alone, 
May feel, in part, the prize. 


III. 
Then, till that plealing ſcene appears, 
Of death and endleſs bliſs 3 pil 
That fate of hope, without its fears, 
That never-fading kiſs 5 — 
Let Sleep, in part, afford my mind 
Th' imagin'd-joy a-while ; 
And let that hour forever find 
The ſunſline of a ſmile. 


% 


52 JE NE SHAI vor. 


LETTER XI. 


T0 —. 


MA DAM! Charlton. 


I Hav been, as the Oxford 


ſcholars term it, rufticated for this three 


weeks; with this difference only, that 
theirs is an exile of compulſion, mine of 
choice.---Indeed, I never knew the mean- 


Ing of thoſe lines in our favourite Cowley, 


till at this inſtant, where, in contradiſtinc- 
tion to a town life, he utters theſe word: 


from ſome little retreat of his : 


Here, nought but winds can hurtful murmurs ſcatter, 
And nought but echo flatter, 


I find no ſecrecy or fincerity left in life. 
---On the contrary, according to Solo- 
mon's words, | 


Jz xt ,$GAIT.QUOTL. 53 


All is vanity, and vexation of ſpirit, 

I never walk an evening but, beſides 
Milton's ſweet deſcriptions, in almoſt 
every part of his works, (and which I need 
not recount to. you, who are a living li- 
brary,) I reflect on that ſweet thought of 


Lady F----y Sh----y, then drinking the 
waters.at Cheltenham. When a work- 
man undertakes any thing, how perfect 
does every part appear ?- For, would 
you believe, a few rules for health, diet, 
and exerciſe, which my old aunt Taby 
would have ſet down with the formality of 
a receipt- book, ſhould, in this inſtance, 
become the ſweet and golden rules of a 
Pythagoras? Thus, in the morning, he 
ſays, 


When you riſe, full of prayers, from your innocent 
couch, | 

Keep all cold from your breaſt—there's alread y too 
much. 


\ 
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This is pretty, as one would ſay of 4 
bauble we wear---but the evening hint 
conveys an idea ſo tender, and fo ſolid 


withall, that I muſt repeat it to pleaſe 


The dews of the night moſt eareſully Thing 
They are tears of the ſky for the loſs of the (un; 


And how, talking of the fun, do I with 
to conclude one letter (as I know it 
will be a ferret in your breaft, and that I 
that not be expoſed on the heel of criti- 
eiſm for it) in the eaſtern ſtyles and 1 will 
do it, 


p 
May that fern {the eye of our great prophet) which 
Mines in general, with promiſcuous rays, on the 
gardens of the juſt and unjuſt, for once reſerve 
his choiceſt beams for the gardens of my faithful 


Almira! and when guilt or worldly care open 


the eye-lids of common minds, may fleep be 
doubly kind to her who, but too often; wakes for 
the good of all. 


4 tf _ A .,. oc, as, 
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Thus could I gallop, trot, or pace it, till, 

as Milton ſays, 

the moon, 
Riſing in clouded majeſty, at length 
Apparent queen unveils her peerleſs light, 
And o'er the deep her filver mantle throws. 


Well---becauſe I can't fleep well my+ 
ſelf, I ſeem flatly determined nobody elſe 


ſhall. Our only watchman and conſtable 


of the night (à large dunghill-cock in the 
yard below) proclaims it to be amid 
What ſays ned | 


ue land 


Has mee done ſalutation to che mon, | 


But I am like that part of the inconſide- 


rate world, who, when the world does not 
go well with them, don't care how it goes 


with others. 
Adicu, 


4 


———— 
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hall Blenhein, 


WPH never read any poem, ei- 


ther with that pleaſure or attention, as 


when on the very ſpot ĩt was firſt invented, 
and when the place was alſo the occaſion 
of it. How often have I wiſhed to have 
peruſed Virgil (though in a tranſlation on- 
ly) on the green banks of old Tiber, and 
Homer near the trickling ſtream of a Sca- 


mander? But, alas] the fates oppoſe our 


unfortunate ſex from the cradle - and it 


. 4988 r 0 
we are ſhewn Richmond, or a Newmar- 


ket meeting, our poor travels are accom- 


pliſhed, and we are left to gueſs where a 


glaſs of Florence comes from, à Pericord 


pye, or a bottle of hock, ſo welcome at this 


” 


warm ſeaſon of the year. Poor Caliſta, 
in the Fair Penitent, not only ſpeaks of 


wk tt #S 


ani 


. - 


this for the time preſent, but, according to 
each fortune-teller's expreſſion, the Pats 
preſent, * to come. 


To bis, the Fan huſband's reign ſucceeds, 1 


Every Weſtminſter boy knows the whole, 


ſince plays are become ſo very univerſal; 


and I am ſure, not an alderman's daughter 
in a country corporation is ignorant of the 


reſt, ſince Punch, and his ſo facetious fa- 
mily, has, kindly. (or per force, no matter 


which) given up the ſtage to your Powels 
and your Barrys ; for every, ſtroller now. 


imitates his ſuperior; and I expect to ſee, 
in each bill of fare for the day, King Rich- 
ard by Mr. Such-a-one, after the manner 


of Mr. Garrick; or Lady Townly, by an 


humble, imitator of the fo. celebrated Mrs. 
Tates. Yet, query, If they will be ſo 
humble to on as much ?---I rather think 


her vanity. would be ſuch as to take the 


laid eminent actreſs's name in vain, and, 

though ſhe could not prove herſelf the 

lame, either in perſon or puts, yet would 
| 8 1 


. 
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ſhe ſwear herſelf a couſin, if not ſo ory 
allied as a fiſter” 

But, to return to my "eau; which ! 
fled from, (there, my dear Colonel, I am 
military, in compliment to you, though I 
hate, at leaſt am afraid of, landing armies, 
bowever I may reliſh individuals, like 
yourſelf,)---I once read Findfor Foreſt at 


Binkeld, (the very ſpot where'Mr. Pope 


took the fo exact likeneſs from,) and, be- 
lieve me, every hne improved on me, as 


would the chamber of beauties at the pa- 


lace there, had I ever been fo > HPP as to 
ſee the originals. © 


What firſt occafioned this reffexion was, 


that here I had the pleafure to bot over 


(not overlook) Mr. Tickle's divine poem 
upon à praſpect of peace, publiſhed in Dod- 
fley's Mifcellanies.---A thought on foli- 
tude (which we both underſtand; though 


we may never enjoy) muſt make a part of 
this letter, not ſo much to prove that I 


know how to cull the beſt flowers, but 


through an apprehenſion that you e not 
have the book at hand. 14A 
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Sweet Sabine, . life's hay EE pt, 

Howe'et we rang®,: in thoe we ſix ut laſt. 

Toft thro' tempeſtuous ſeas, our voyage o'er, 
Pale, we look. back, and bleſs the ſtiendly ſhote. 

Our own ſtrict judges, our paſt life we ſcan, 

And aſk if glory has enlarg'd the ſpan ? 

If bright the proſpect, we the grave defy, 

Truſt future ages, and contented die. 


diſtance, and not aiming at ſuch occafion 


s of retreat as himſelf---But, fince I have 
SS thc book before me, let me finiſh with a 

compliment to your profeſſion, though, 
, perhaps, it only allude# to an army then 
nn being, and not to any future one, un- 
es every officer was like yourſelf, and 
every private man like the honeſt Trim, 
- RS ho waits to bring you this. 


In circling beams ſhall god-like Anna glow, 
And Churchill's ſword hang o'er the proſtrate foe 3 


I 2 


I would follow his advice, though at a 
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Wich comely wounds ſhall bleeding worthies ſtand, 
Webb's firm platoon, and Lumley's faithful band; 
Bold Mordaunt; in Iberian trophics dreſt, 
And each ig on his dauntleſs wo, 


3 


After ſuch divine a T dare f 
nothing, but that I am, 


FI Yours, Ce. 


— ne 
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BEIN in the country, in 
the reading way, I can truly ſay I am all 
Prior one day, Pope another, Swift on 2 
third, and Shakeſpear every day---What 
4 life !---and yet, ſoon muſt I be hurried 
away to flattery, noiſe, impertinence, and, 
all in one word, London itſelf, or its own 
ſelf, as the dear Hibernians ſay.---And 
yet, you will obſerve,, though men are 
treacherous there to an exquiſite perfection 
in artifice, I muſt not ind fault with Lon- 
don, no, not for the world---I ſcarce ever 
ſee a clean cloth there, unleſs you call a 
blue one ſo, rendered ſuch on purpoſe to 
cover the latent dirt, hid fo artfully under- 
neath, as ſluts ſweep rooms into corners, 


under beds, &c. I ſeldom have a ſharp knife, 
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or a fork, not red with brick-duſt---ſel- 
dom a clean glaſs---and yet, forſooth, I 
muſt not, to be ſure, ud fault with Lon- 
don. When I would fain know the ſweets 
of eaſe there, and chew the hard cruſt of 
Felicity, Pride ſteps in, ſwears I am ſtarv- 
ing that I was caught in the fact of nib- 
bling the remainder biſcuit after a voyage, 
{as Shakefpear calls it)---For I ever have 
obſerved. this many-headed monſter, the 
town, confiſts but of two: ſorts, of- obJerv- 
ers and cynics, If you live well, they 
wonder how you can afford itz if with 
oeconomy, and with a view of giving Cæ- 
far the things which are Caeſar's, then it is 
ilat we are ſtarving- and yet, for all 
this, I muſt not ind faut with London. 
When I would fain ſecure a lover to my- 
felf, ſome jealous fair (from the multipli- 
city of our ſex there) tears him from me, 
and away he flies, like a hawk after freſh 
game. In a village this never happens; 
and yet, for all this, I muſt commend Lan- 
don, and never ud fault with any part 


Sn 
＋ 
N | 
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_ = Oh! my dear, think only how few of 
us are gainers by that baſe city, and then 
Vonder not, if, inſenſibly, you fall into 
| my way of thinking, and, with our 
favourite author JOB ſay, in few 

words, | 


London! a: ſatire!! 


Your affeQionate, &c. 1 
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To the ſame. 


| IN my laſt 1 mentioned that 
I was author-mad, and that I was fo atten- 
tive to each beauty I find in thoſe I men- 
tioned, as to be almoſt the very poet I was 
reading. 

To-day I am Prir-mad.--- His Henry 
and Emma is my hobby-horſe, and from 
hence comes that expreſſion, that ſuch or 
ſuch a thing runs in one's head like a new 
Zune. | | 

What a maſter in compliment is he to 
our ſex, in his very drawing up the curtain 
of this ſo celebrated poem: 


Thou, to whoſe eyes I bend! 


And yet I have heard, and with a degree of 
affirmation too, that this Chloe of his was 
i 
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only a barber's daughter--What then ? Is 
merit to be totally excluded the cottage, 
and only to reſide in a palace? Vet fiich 
is the world, that, till you and I can be 
ſeen ſitting under gilded roofs and upon 
velvet ſophas, I fear we ſtill ſhall be (as 
our Shakeſpear has it) | 


Touching the baſe ſtring of humility, 
Well---but- now, let us mutually ads 
mire this picture of the fallen part of our 
ſex, and which we but too well feel and 
know. 


Reflect, that leſſen'd fame is ne er regain'd, 
And virgin-honour once, is always ſtain'd: 
Timely advis'd, the coming evil ſhun 
Better not do the deed, than weep it done; 
No penance can abſolve our guilty fame; 
Nor tears, that waſh out an can waſh out ſhame, 


The favourite thought in Caliſta, of 
her being the talk of 


* 


= 
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—yy ſober Se 
Who bleſſes her good ſtars that ſbe is virtuous, 


is much finer imagined and expreſſed in 2 

few lines after my firft quotation. You 
ſee the conſequence of having the book 
before me, that I torment you; though, 
if I do this, am I not a felf-tormentor ? 
being never ſo truly happy as at preſent-- 
and now, for the happier lines--= 


Let Emma's hapleſs tale be falfely told, 
By the raſh young, or the ill- natur'd old; 
Let ev'ry tongue its various cenſures chuſe, 
Abſolve with coldneſs, or with ſpite accuſe— 
Fair Truth, at length, her radiant beams will raiſe, 
And Malice, vanquiſh'd, heightens Virtue's praiſe. 


How endleſs are the beauties of this 
lovely poem !---I am aware I ſhall tire 
you---and yet, like a broker, having no 
ſtock of my own, you ſee I trade on the 

credit of other people. 
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from the lips of Jaffier beyond that of the 
poem I mention, He talks of 


ay n—— Canſt thou too, 
When in a bed of ſtra we ſhrink together, 
And the bleak winds ſhall whiſtle round our heads 


Prior begins-=- 


But canſt thou, tender maid; canſt thou ſuſtain 

Afflictive want, or hunger's preſſing pain? 

Thoſe limbs, in lawn, and ſofteſt ſilk, array'd, 
From ſun-beams guarded, and of winds afraid — 


I think this far from equal to the former 
author - but, in every other part, ſure 1 
am, that Prior outſ{Hines' all other ſtars 
in brightneſs, no leſs than magnitude. 
His deſcription of that kind of beauty 
which will ever pleaſe; namely, the na- 
tural charms, which are heightened by 
the art of dreſs (I mean rather modeſt at- 


tire) is truly great, and with this I intend, 


K 2: 


1 find Otway's deſcription of diſtreſs 
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if my pen will permit me, to cloſe this 
{cene of bertale ann 1 


Dd. þ ; _ „„ 
«a+ „ 440 Py 


No "ORs mal the be Pens lac? d 
From thy ſull bofom to. thy flender waiſt, 
That air and harmony of ſhape _— 15 

55 A by degrees, and beaptifully deſs; A 
Nor ſhall thy lower garments artful a 
From thy fair ſide dependent to thy feet, _  . 
Arm their chaſte beauties with a modeſt pride, 


And double ev'ry charm. they ſeem to hide, 


- N * 
7 Iii — 


alludes (or rather the ſong is taken from 
this) to ſome lines at Ranelagh, wrote by 
the poet - laureat , and which every body 


b 
P 
After this, I can ſay nothing but it | 1 
= ; 
[ 
l 
* . heart —I ſball therefore only add, 6 
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As 1 told you from the very 
beginning, I am extremely angry with the 
printer of my propoſals for this very book 
inſtead of A Lady, I had wrote by 4 
Voman - being at a diſtance from him, 
he, out of his great regard, forſooth, al- 


tered my record, without conſent of the 


party; and, you know, there may be the 
ſame difference betwixt Lach and Woman 


as what they now make ſuch a noiſe about 
at Weſtminſter-hall, namely tenor and 


pur part. 


Now, I think, by this policy of mine, 


I ſhould have eſcaped much critical cen- 
ſure, and warded off the darts of many 
geniuſes, (or ſeeming ones,) who fit at 


coffee -houſe windows half the day, and, 
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| when not more miſchievouſly inclined, in 1 
_ . tyger-tearing a weak woman's character, Wn 4 | 
are ſweetly engaged counting the drops of Bl 
rain, by way of betting themſelves into 1 of 
good dinner or ſpelling the laſt Gazet- a. 
teer, and wiſely miſtaking . Norway for ſe 
Normatily. But, to reſume my former Fu 
hint, by the word Woman, I ſhould have 4 
happily comprehended all the frailties of a >. 
woman, the follies of à woman; and, if 'S 


any dowaget, old aunt; or maiden in her Wl 
grand climacteric, ſhould ſay I was too a 
amorotis in my writings; my anſwer would 
be, in the words of Califta, 


Becauſe I loy'd, and was & woman, - - 


 Well---that line has opened the wounds RS "'« 


of my forrows afreſh.---Theſe men (ase 
we have often agreed in our evening- W 
While ſummer's ſuns rolld, unperceiv'd, away, 1 

| 1 


are ſad tyrants, They admire an unble- 


ds 
4s 
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miſhed reputation, yet take great pains to 
render it otherwiſe; a lender ſhape is theit 
hobby-horſe, yet are they never at reſt till -. 


= they make it otherwiſe ; a child is the god 
- of their idolatry, and yet, when it is Pro- 


duced, they, like the fine lady who pre- 
ſents them with it, leave it to a diſtant 
unfeeling nurſe, equally indifferent about 
correcting its health, temper, or morals, 
as I, unfortunately, may be about this 
bantling of mine, this driveling book ; 
careleſs, too much ſo, if it is reared or 
not. Well---as Hamlet ſays, 


There is ſomething more than natural in this, if 
philoſophy could find it out. 


The late winds have made ſtrange ha- 
voc ; they have ſhook all the corn by the 


ears, and, as old Sternhold _ Hopkins 
has it, | 


Sm ing all abroad. 


[ think it was Earl * 8 channing 
alteration 8 1 | 


_ 


. 
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DOiame flying, all a God, 


How a ſingle word, happily amended, 
changes the face of a whole ſentence; 
when introduced by a workman, as I call 
it, a man of genius, like himſelf I- Nor 


will I ever forget or forgive that learned 


lumber-man, who ſaid of this great per- 
Os that | nn 


He was a peer among wits, and a wit among peers. 


In his Shakeſpear, though we are but lit- 


tle obliged to him in general, yet in this 
we are, where Macbeth uſed to ſay, | 


My way is in the ſeer, 


he, very ingeniouſly, changed it to May; 


meaning, that even his ſpring of youth 


was already in the autumn, or black of 


the leaf.---Well, how did I once wiſh to 


be intimate with authors; yet, having 
made the experiment, never was any poo! 


- 
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ignorant woman ſo deceived. Commend 
me to their works only; for, 1 am told, 
Pope; and all of them, on a nearer. ap- 
proach, were often leſs than men. Tx 
In the preface to ſome book, I remem- 
ber this very thought carried on to its 
r cc Authors,” | ſays that writer, 
© are the reverſe of all other objects; they 
« magnify by diſtance, they diminiſh by 
approach. It reminds me of a city on 
« an hill, and in perſpective, where the 
« ſpires, the towers, and lofty parts, are 
« ſeen with admiration ; but, on a near- - 
er approach, we diſcover little alleys, . 
* narrow ſtreets, offenfive avenues, per- 
“ haps, till, at laſt, we are taught to 
„ with our firſt diſtance had been pre- 
*© ſerved, and repent, though too late, 


* we ever had come ſo near, and, of 


* courſe, had our curiolity ſo fatally ſa- 
ce tige... 

You ſee what pains I take to keep your 
Ladyſhip from making a further ac- 


quaintance with me, being now a kind 


| L 
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of authorling. If you perſiſt in keeping 
near me, after the fair warning I have gi- 


ven you, all I can fay is, in the words of 
Hamlet to the players, 


The leſs I deſerve, the more merit is in your bounty, 


Ihave the honour, &c, 
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Ye | I WY | | f 
| Greenwich. 
Ip Yo U dan! me to ſend you 

+ = copies (fair ones I fear they never can be) 
of ome lines, in a garden near Dorking in 

W Surry, wrote under a female ſkull---I am 


juſt returned from that gloomy, yet agrees , 
able ſpot, or, as Cato better ſtiles it, 


That pleaſing, dreadful, &c. 


The owner (as report ſays, though 
common fame is, and ever will be, a com- 
mon liar) is little entitled to ſuch reli- 
gious ornaments; and, I am told, it was AN 
a friend of his, a clergyman, who gave 
him all the hints. 
But, to the lines 
L 2 
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Bluſh not, ye fair, to own me, but be wiſet 
Nor turn from ſad mortality your eyes: 
Fame ſays, and fame alone can tell how true, 
I once was lovely, and belov'd, like you. 


'Where are my vot'ries, where my flatt'rers now ? 
Fled with the ſubject of each lover's vow. , 
Adieu the roſes red, and lillies white; 
Adieu thoſe eyes, which made the darkneſs light. 
No more, alas! that coral lip is ſeen, 
Nor longer breathes the fragrant gale between. 


Turn from your mirror, and behold in me, 
At once what thouſands can't, or dare not, fee. 
Unvarniſh'd, I the real truth impart, 
Nor here am plac'd, but to direct the heart. 
| Survey me well, ye fair ones, and believe 
The graye may terrify, but can't deceive. 


On beauty's fragil baſe no more depend; 
Here youth and pleaſure, age and ſorrow end; 
Here drops the maſk, here ſhuts the final ſcene, 

Nor differs grave threeſcore from gay fifteen, 
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A preſs alike to that ſame goal, the tomb, | 
Where wrinkled Laura ſmiles at Chloe's bloom, 


When coxcombs flatter, and when fools wore. 
Learn here the leſſon, to be vain no more, 
Yet Virtue ftill, againſt decay can arm, 
And even lend mortality a charm, 


I faw a young blooming beauty read 
them with much agony---I- could gueſs ' 
her hiſtory, though I took not the liberty 
to aſk it. Indeed; as the Lady in Comus 


lays, 


How eaſy our misfortune is to hit! 


One vein and colour of misfortune ſeems 
to run through our ill-ſtarred ſex ; and I 
believe, from the milk-pail to the dia- 


dem, Love is the inſidious enemy that un- 


dermines all our happineſs. 


And yet it will never ceaſe - nay, be- 


tween ourſelves, I wiſh it never may 


and I remember to have ſeen, at a pain- 
ter's, where Venus is on her knees to 


7 


- 


Fs JI n= SA an. 


Mars, begging wars and rumours of wars 
might ceaſe, that love and beauty may 
take turn about. | 

However the ſoft paſſion might then 
fail in foreign countries, I know not- 
but, as to Old England, I do believe 
more girls in country towns or ſimpler vil- 
lages, fell a facrifice to ſcarlet than for 
ſome years: before or ſince. 

All we can ſay is, that our iſland not 
being the ſeat of war, the trailers of pikes 
here had little elſe to do---for the great 
Rochfaucault ſays, and with truth, I LON 
heve, that 


Love is the daughter of "Lene, but mother of 
Diſquietude. 

Well I ſuppoſe you have, ere this, 
fitted up your temple of death, and wait 

for the ſcull-lines to finiſh it. I think 
you ſhould have the male ones too- they 
are in print, but where I cannot immedi- 

ately anſwer. os OP 
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Pray, admit into your cell that inſtruct- 
ing piece of Monkiſh furniture called an 
hour-glaſs---and->--well thought of- Iwill 
give you a poetical hit, or hint (which- 
ever you will) relative to time in general, 
or, as Roſalind, in As 85 like it, ſo prets | 
tily ſays, 


Who Time gallops withall, trots withall, and who 
Time ſtays withall 


You haye lain at hand, (and I 
might ſay in head too) ſo I refer you to 
the original for all that follows, far now 
I come to my own ſelf. 


” 


Perhaps the ſcene was on the, 


- 
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o D. 


I. 


The lover, eager to obtain 
All that his ſoul deſires, 


Counts every moment ſtill with pain 
That checks his am'rous fires, 


He ſhakes the glaſs, he eyes the handy 
That moves ſo flowly on, 
And ſwears that time is at a ſtand, 

As was old Joſhua's ſun. 


7 


If. 


At length he meets his charming laſs-«w 


Few words, they ſay, are > 
— 
Need Beauty be undreſs'd ?--- - 
Her time is ſhort---muft meet her aunt 
Then, pr'ythee, let me go--- | 
Two hours are paſt---nay, ſee, I want 
One hour to make it ſo, 
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In. 
In lov the minutes are too faſt; 
In grief, are ſtill too long —— 
One we would haſten to the laſt, 
'The other would prolong. 


Yet blame not once the minute-hand, 
I bat ever is the ſame; 3 

Would you make time for ever ſtand, 
Be mod rate in your flame. 


18. 
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To. the ſame. 


N O man bears Torrow better--- 
(ſays Brutus, when they tell him his love- 
ly and beloved Portia was dead) -I muſt 
be, or feign to be, the Brutus now, to 
avoid that ſeeming pity of my friends, 
as it is ſo commonly, but falſely called, 
and which, to me, is couſin- german, in 
bad hearts, to contempt-- however, in 
great minds, it is the neareſt of kin to 
love. 
Our friend ------- is dead.---Why do 
1 live to ſee every one happy before me: 
What ſays poor Arpaſia, in the ſo affect- 
ing play of Tamerlane ? 


O Death ! thou pleaſing end of all our ſorrows, 
Why do my weary eyes ſtill wake in vain, 
In tedious eæpectation of thy Joys ? 


, 
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But, I think, the, at laſt, ſets me the 
example of what I hould do; 


Live, Arpaſia, and dare to, be unhappy. 


I think one of the ancient philoſophers, 
ſpeaking of this tranſition from life to im- 
mortality, ſays, 


ke | 


Whep the very aged and infirm depart, we bad long 
expected ſo natural a chapge---when infants. die, 
it is alſo a ſtate to be attended to---but when the 
companions of our ſports and paſtimes, the equals 
of our youth, contemporaries of our ſtydies,--- 
when they depart, it is time to look for ” daß 
ourſelves. 


What it death? ſays another wile man, 
--- You ſee me now -you ſee me no more. 
In ſbort, I never fall aſleep, but I call it, 
when I awake, a cruel eſcape from death. 
What do we live for? - the next year is but 
the funeral of a former one -Every day 
gives us freſh proofs of mankind's treachery 
and ingratitude - We bury our old rende. 
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and experience teaches us not to make 
new ones-=-till, at laſt, we are left on a 


deſolate iſland, without a kind and friend- 


1y ſkiff to ſet us afloat again, 


Pope, in one diſtich, gives us a melan- 


choly, but no more melancholy than true, 


picture of what all wiſe people would wiſh 
to be: 


Taught, half by reaſon,” half by mere decay, 
To welcome death, and 1 paſs away. 


Fin 
4, 


Our fend had trayelled, not like thoſe 


wretches of our country, who, as the Poet 
has it, 


All claſſic learning loſt on claſſic ground 


* 


9 


On the contrary, he was a map of every 
kingdom he had ſo accurately paſſed over; 


and he truly fulfilled that expreſſion of 
$t, Paul, | 


* 


1 'F or he was all things to all men. 15 
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In contra- diſtinction to ſuch unimprov- _ 
ed and unimproving travellers, a ſtory 
goes, of a young gentleman, defiring his 
father to let him travel, in order to ſee the 
world, when he was anſwered, | 


I ſhould be glad you ſhould ſee the world, but forry 
tae world ſhould ſee you. | 


My friend's valiant exit (for he bore . 
every thing with the fortitude of a Brutus) 
reminds me of ſome lines in Dr. Toungy 
with which I ſhall conclude. 


_ 


The tnell, the ſhrowd, tho 3 and the grave, 
The cep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the worm, 
Tneſe ate the bugbears of a winter's eve, 

The terrors of the living, not the dead, - 


Imagitation's fool, and Error's wretch--+ 
Man nakes a death, which Nature never gaxe, 

Then on the point of his own fancy falls, 

And fels a thouſand deaths in fearing one. 


Well, I fear no death now, but that of 
the laſs of your friendſhip, which, indeed, 
youlc be ſuch to | 


Your moſt afeRionate, le 


— 
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My Lonp 


O UI N, of ever-facetious 
memory, being once aſked, if ever he 


made love? anſwered, - that he. fourd it 


beſt to buy it ready made. 

Indeed, My Lord, the anxiety which 
we know real and unfeigned, is ſcarce 
repaid by the poſſeſſion of its beſt object. 
For I fear the beſt of either ſex conceal 


fo many realities from each other, and 


deal fo largely in poetical fiction, that, as 
Sir John Brute ſays, on another occaſion, 


Tbeſe people of faſhion have ſuch . refined way of 
talking, they neyer underſtand each other. 


Another great cauſe of anxiety, is, that, 
before marriage, we ever 5 ag4d — wrong 
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ide of the glaſs, and leſſen thoſe imper- 
fections it would be prudent, at leaſt, to 
ſee as they are, if not magnify them. We 
ſhould turn the other end of the teleſeope. 
Miſs C, our pretty acquaintance, 
often took notice, that Sir Harry loved a 
chearful bottle, but forgot, after marriage, 
that the ſame peccadillo would turn out to. 
be ſottiſhneſs ; and our friend, Lord B----- 
loft all his eſtate during the honey-moon, 
who, before, only had the reputation, in 
Lady Fanny's eyes, of playing the game 
well. al 

I have been here ſome months, and, at 
intervals, from the work-baſket, darning 
up an old grotto, or making childbed-li- 
nen for country bumkin's wives, have 
been laudably employed in watching vil- 
lage-coquets, and treacherous ſwains, who, 
under the maſk, one of a baiſe petticoat, 
the other of a round frock, have more art 
than even thoſe bred within the ſound of 
St. James's clock. We'boaſt here too. of 
ſeparate beds often, marriages, divorces, 
and all theſe odd circumftances, which 


: 
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you thought were only within the ford 


ef Bow-bell, or rather St. George's, Ha- 
nover-ſquare ; for, I believe, if conjugal 


fidelity, remains any where, it is among 


the ſober citizens, who ſtill ſup on the re- 
mains of their dinner, and go to bed ex- 
aQly at a quarter paſt ten. 

What occaſioned me beginning this ſub- 
je& was, an anecdote of loye-treachery, 
(nay, I have two for you) which our vil- 


lage, of ſcarge twenty houſes and cottages 
altogether, has produced fince I came 


among them. You muſt know then, my 


Lord, that the nymphs and ſwains here 


make love, as they would buy a pair of 
gloves, by drawing on one, to ſce if the 


other will fit---in other words, never 
marry, till they try each other's affectioa 
fo.cloſely, as that the woman proves with 
ehild; then it is a ſerious affair, and they 
marry in a Sunday or two. For once this 
has been broke through and 1 wiſh the 
fellow may eſcape with his life, for daring 


to lead a new doctrine---Would you be- 
lieve the cunning and ſecrecy of a country 


> 
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village to be ſich; as not to give his firſt 
flame an item of it ? till, being at church, 

ſhe heard another perſon aſked on the 
bans to the very man' who had ſwelled her 
waiſt, and; of courſe, promiſed her mar- 


riage. 


The affair was ſo ſerious; that ſhe heard 
it attentively, went home, and died. 
The ſwain (obſerve, he had been in Lon- 
don once, with a load of hay, and had, in 
that little interval, learnt ſomething of 
the courtier at ſome alehouſe near St. 
James's) thought it would be ſome amends 
to blubber, wear a pair of black gloves, 
(perhaps only though an odd one --- 
for I have known this ceconomy played at 
a country-burial, and a pair ſerve two, by 
putting one hand in his pocket), and be 


chief=mourner at her funeral---but, alas! 


he was forced to fly for 'it---the women, 


all to a man, (as Teague would fay) armed 
themſelves with ſticks and ſtones, and I 


believe, no wretch in London, for à cer- . . 


tain ſtrange vice, ever could have ſuffered 
more, than would this farmer's ſon, had 


— 
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he ventured to follow his firſt love's corſe, 
lite Niobe, in tears —-ſo ſays H amlet. 
My other anecdote is almoſt ſimilar, ſo 
ſhall (as the poſt waits) reſerve it for the 
tea-table---But I am to tell you, that the 
lively and giddy-pated Patty is, at length, 
to be married---You know, my Lord, 
what kind of girl ſhe in. ſaid is 
ſooneſt amended. 


If | | | Adieu. 
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LETTER XX. 


To the ſame, 


My LoxrD | 


Brroxx 1 leave this place, I 
can't but trouble your Lordſhip with one 
more letter, juſt to give you a picture, if my 
pencil can, of a pair of characters, who, 
tired of the chain of marriage, and yet 
loving each other in the main, have reſort 
to daily ſtratagems, the better to AO the 
nooſe from ſlipping. 

Sir Charles (you know him) was won a 
gay Templar, (indeed, I think, leaving out 
the K, they may be called, very juſtly and 
truly, Night-Templars) married an au- 
tumnal «toaſt, for the ſake (no doubt) 
of her emoluments, equally as accom- 
pliſnments, though, I do ſuppoſe, he ſtill 
keeps the former a cabinet-ſecret from 
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They ſoon retired to what is falſely, but 
univerſally, called a country-life, where 
the ſervants are in livery, the rooms burſt- 
ing with London elegance of furniture, 
and, in ſhort, though fixty miles from 
that metropolis, do you never ſee the fi- 
gure of a plough, a cart, or, as the com- 
mandment has it, an ox, or an aſs. 
His hobby-horſe, when not hunting, i 
a \ turnpike meeting, or a quarter-ſeſſlons 
---is happy to be called from the embra- 
ces of his once Dulcinea, "to examine a 
thief, or a highwayman---peſtpones, f- 
ter his divine creature is a-bed, and has 
rung the warning-bell, his viſit there for 
an hour, till ſhe is faſt aſleep, becauſe the 
parſon, as he went by, left the evening- 
poſt, and which he muſt finith, in order 
to ſend it back. | 
But, to the point of theſe ſtratagems 1 
hinted---To inſpire freſh love, thegery em- 
bers of former paſſion, being extinguiſhed, 
and -which, alternately, is practiſed be- 
tween them, changing only the neceſ- 
ſary modes from one ſex to the other; 
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---he places a ladder, at midnight, to 
ſteal (unſight and unſeen) into her cham- 
ber---ſhe places chairs promiſcuouſly, to 
break his ſhins---there is to be loud 
knockings at the door, as if to appre- 
hend an adulterer with his wife---and, 
by thoſe difficulties, every meeting affords 
freſh enjoyment, 

She often invents a quarrel- runs away 
to a tenant's---ſleeps there ſeveral nights 
mediators appear, to heal their ſeeming, 
differences---and, by being reconciled, 
ſhe becomes a new prece, as you gallanty 
call it. 

Articles of ſeparation were once drawn, 
and almoſt figned and ſealed---the village 
wept-=-they laughed---and had an ex- 
cellent day's ſport, and, perhaps, night's 
too. 

How ſhall we ſettle this point of being 
ne to each other, without theſe idle fin 
neſſes ? Is there no method . | 

Eve certainly knew this art, or Milton 
would never have made Adam call her, 


His laſt beſt gift, his ever-new delight! 1 


G * 
y y 
' 
4% 
! l 
qt 
4 


— — 


— —— — 
3 —ů —— — 
1 


— 
— 
— 


. — — 


— 
„%% K — —ÅB —— 
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Well-—all J know is, that, allowing 
the frailties of human nature to operate 
a little, (and Nature will have her courſe) 
I think two perſons, of fame inclinations 


though, might, every day, and all day, 


as Anthony ſays of his Cleopatra, be the 
bride and bridegroom. 

Theſe are conſtitutional foibles, which, 
if each can find out, may be fo ſoftened, 
as to become no part of a jangle, and might 

as cafily be awayed with, as a pimple on 
the chin, an eye-caſt, or an olive com- 


plexion. 


However, the idea has made me turn 
poet this morning; and, as I know it will 


go no farther, ſhall repoſe it with you, as 
baubles are often left at bankers, leſt they 


ſhould be: ſtolen, and, being worn by 
others, become, by time, their property; 
and though, of little value, yet not eaſily 
xecovered to the right owner. 
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Tell me that ſecret, known to few, 

How ſtill to man we ſhall be new, 
When once poſſeſſion's paſt? 

How ſhall we make them hope again? 

For, without hope, the wedding-chain 
Drops heavy at the laſt. | 


II. 


Give them their way, they flight you firſt ; 
Oppoſe them, and, at once, you're curſt--- 
What ſhall a woman do ? 
Be fond, they hate you in a trice--= 
Be cold, why then (not over-nice) 
They hurry to the ſtew. | 


III. 


While yet that fever of the ſoul 

_ Rages without the leaſt controul, 

The wife {till mopes at home; 

He revels in ſome dear · bought charms, 

Then ſnores in matrimonial arms, 
While ſhe, in vain, cries, Come ! 
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IV. 
One method only I can find, 
The maxim of a female mind, 
To miſchief ever prone ; 
Play tit for tat; but if the fool, 
To ſuch revenge, is tame and dull 
The wife muſt be undone. | 


7 $01 Au: er wir 775 yo aka 477 
1 f 52 #1 ie 


eg E. 7. T. * XXI. Let ar 


TM e? * . ſ 7 
ot — 1161 9 [4 19 95 1111. 51 10 es 4 i 3, 44 #* 1 
9 " *, N w 
„ „ D * 1 6 . . 
LOT 190107 «43 = tun Def. i; Dt 
2 Lo net 
' 
* 4 
FMT wer. At 


Wo 37 43 * 

Mr 1 ORD. ' , * 
„ * . + Þ 18 . f 
1 1 0 £ : 7 1 5 l 


wither r is 4 maxim i Eco Th 
perhaps my own, that we generally repent" 
more heartily of our follies than we do of 
our fins ; and J wiſh Jam not too recent a 
proof of it, 1 ſincerely repent me of the 
folly, in not quitting London, ere my 
health, my ſpirits, and even purſe, were 


in their zenith: for now TI ſhall ſtand as 


little a chance of making a conqueſt at 
ſome diſtant market- town, as a country- 
ſquire, of forty years, and upwards, would 
in London, where his manners would be 
as odious and irreconcileable to the tempers 
of the bon-ton world, as my London arro- 
gance might be among the ſwains of a 


Welch aſſembly, after the annual horſe- 


race, or triennial muſie- meeting. 
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Solitude is certainly pleaſing; but then 
we muſt have ſomebody to communicate 
this ſecret, of how pleaſing this ſame ſo- 
litude is---and then, 1 r is your 
ſolitude ? 2 8 

No, my Lord, in ſpite of res, 
and all we read from books, tlie life of an 
_ hermit is truly ſhocking. The menage- 
rie of birds and of animals, collected eaſt 
and welt, and canals glittering with gold 
and ſilver fiſh, are mighty pleaſant for the 
firſt month ; but we are born to fly at 
higher game, and man muſt by with his 
equals... .. 

Don't imagine, by this, 1 l wo- 
man, as Hamlet does ſo artfully, 3 in a fit 
bs the ſpleen, with his 


"Man de ihts not me, nor woman 225 
For I am ill yain enough. to take my 
ſex's part, in part though only, and ſay, 
as in the play, 


You had been brutes without us,. 
8 


i 2 
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As We are made to conceive what we 
cannot expreſz, J have an idea of woman, 
ſuch as ſhe ought to be; and whether the 
firſt created Was as perfect, it matters not, 
A bolt deluvian of this texture would Kin 
me, Was I a man, and, I think I know 
your Lordihip ſo well, as to imagine, the 
ſame would make you live through all the 
days of your life equally well as with an 
ante-deluvian Eve. 

A woman, if wiſe, will hardly, eyer 
meddle with worldly affairs. The leaſt 
mention of theſe breaks the fine cobweb 


of love in ſuch a manner, as, perhaps, ne- 
ver to unite. ggain. | 


| The hours of loye ſhould not be too 


many. Separations, even artificial ones, 


are ſometimes Ager 3 l let. them not 
be too long. 


Tig well the j joys of meeting amply pay 
The pangs c of abſence, elſe who could bear it 7. 


© The appetite of love, like that of * 
body, tquld neither be dee BY 
O 2 
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teazed too long by faſting.” By the firſt, 1 


ſurfeit may enſue; and, by, the latter, ſuch 
A taſteleſs indifference, that, When the 
fealt 1 18 ſerved up, it may be too late. 
wh Why 18 Love painted blind ?---but that: 
during the ſweet fate, the eyes ſce no'et- 
| rars---Take ava the hood-wipk, ahd, as 
Othello ſays, [533 OY * rags; Me I 50 
£18 £43147 4 I [OV 364 L199) SUR THOYJO 7, .. 
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| The miſtake our ſex nate: ha it i 
but too ,umverfal) is, that aye think an 
heart why, be recovered as eaſy as it is 
gained. 50 We can all,“ ſays Swift, 
Ve make nets to catch birds, but not ca- 
ges to keep them. 1 
Believe me, my Lord, (and I know it, 
| from, I may lay, fatal experience, that 
it is the teſt and touchſtone of a ſincere 
heart, nefer: when once it leaves, to be 
recovered. The quarrels: and lights 
which ean be made 20 Wich a ſupper and 
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1 pötkle, are füch only” as mercenary 


minds have among them. Knowing that 
human. nature is ſo ſubject to àabate- 
ment, generous minds allo for this, and, 
like painters, uſe a ſhare of, brighter 14664 
louring, to prepare for a proper fading 
{0 that, even after the ravages of time, the 
portrait remains ef F pag if not ſo 
finiſhed as firſts ©! eic 03 m ol 

The common tricks i: An affected jea- 
louſy, to preſerve -an- affect ion, are offly 
fit to practiſe on the weakeſt of all minds. 
A man will very naturally enquire, if A 
woman" 8 whole tenor of actions is con 
ſiſtent; and, if not, will naturally fay; 
if there i is no love, how can there be any 
the leaſt degree of jealouſy for love; 
after a time at leaſt, is not that tranſitoty 
fever, which every animal feels, but in 
a higher degree---No, my Lord---it is 
becoming your very ſelf, it is forming an 
heart to your own, thinking as you 
think, ſaying as you 'fay. Nor will I 
call this flattery in two ſenſible minds, as 


Iwill ſuppoſe they did not hurry into the 
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fate headlong, without firſt knowing each 
others withes, 

- Slights; oppoſitions, coolneſles, ad all 
that train of "ny n n to 
. be 4-0 | en eng 5 


Poss tent meck fey take, - 


5 dalfam to this is to be found. at home 
the world will never give erde re- 
medy is ĩn one alone. 

I have taken. ſome bin . this ſhort 
ſketch, to praveihow happy I ſhould be to 
be your -phyfician for life. Sure 1 am, 
that maſt of your diſorders, real or imagi- 
Nary, would iceaſe to be fo, would vou ac- 
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War 1 effect on the 
great part of a life already paſſed, and re- 
collect, from the example of ſo many 
gone befote me, how little T may have to 
ſtay on this ſtage of being, I cannot but 
fy with Dr. Young, in his tragedy of Bu- 
firis, and from the lips of that proud mo- 
narch of f Egypt, | 


—— Ah! what is human life [ 
'Tis like the dial's tardy-moving hand. 

Day after day fteals from us, unperceiy'd-»- 
The cunning fugitive grows ſwift-by ſtealth 
Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen, | 

Vet ſoon our hour is up, and we are gone ! 


——_ 
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And why ſhould not this be a good in- 
ſcription for a ſun-dial? I, indeed, ſo far 
from being uneaſy at ſeaing time paſs, 
have a delight in watching the almoſt im- 
perceptible motion of this kind of life- 
inſtructor, and can wateh the ſands of 
an hour-glaſs with more pleaſure than 
the ſeveral heats of a horſe· race, or the 
acts of even the beſt payee ——— - How: am | 
changed of late e 

vt Talking of plays, I Kipp often ugh: 
my life not unlike: that let of compo- 
ſitions, a tragi- comedy. Two acts ſecm 
already finiſhed; and if the latter do not 
produce more plot, and machinery, and 
contrivance, and all that, as Mr. Bayes 
fays, I care not how ſoon the curtain drops, 
and all is at an end. 
The farce which follows I wall: com- 
= pare to the laſt ſcene» of life dotage 
and driveling where a pert footman, 
or more pert chambermaid, cruelly, a. 
ſurely, inſults loſt capacity, and baſcl/ 
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tramples on the laſt embers of expiring 


reaſons - | 1 
Well --- berg thoſe nid ones. 


who live all the days of their He, as they 
call it !--- For I agree with the writer, 


who oe | 


The 427 wretched are the wiſe. 


How angry am I with Dr. Young, 
who robbed us of the following thought ! 
for I'll ſwear we both imagined the ſame, 
though neither of us could expreſs it ſo 


amiably. 


At thirty, man ſuſpects himſelf a fool ; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan 5 

At fifty, chides his infamous delay, 

Puſhes his prudent purpoſe to reſolve ; 

In all the magnanimity of thought, 

Reſolves and re-reſolves, then dies the ſame. , 


| If 4 man does thus, what muſt a wo- 5 
man do? We know what we can do, 


166 Je Mur „Al or. 

and what we can not, though all 1 can 

do is vain, compared to what I with to do 
for her, whoſe ever obliged is, 
10 1 
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To die to le No more, we find 
This body parting from the mind; 

And ev'ry fool would hold the theme, 
Could we but , nor fear to drm. 
This bids us ſmother ev'ry fear, 4 
Till Time makes better days appear — 
For Time, phyſieian to the mind, 

Leaves, by degrees, each woe behind, 

And yields to every wound a cure, 

But ſuch as Anna muſt endure. 


When our on hearts are well at eaſe, 

Who can't preſeribe for each diſeaſe, 

And give advice to ſick ning friends, 10 

When health on all their hours attends? 
n 
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But can the drooping heart receive 
Freſh life, becauſe you bid it live ! 
Words only from Samaria's hand; | 
Would ill afliction's pow'r withſtand--- 


No he a real comfort ſound, 


By pouring oil into the wound. 


Long as the worſt of winters ſeems, 


Chill'd air, fix'd darkneſs, frozen ſtreams-- 


Vet ſpring, you ſee, revives again, 
And turns to joy all former pain. 


Thus, tho' ev'n your ſo victuous heart | 
Still bears, like mine, aMiQion's dart, 
Time, which has laid his lenient hand 
On woes I once could il} withſtand, 
May fmooth your paſſage to that day, 

W here night ſhall ſudden paſs away, 
And ey'n reflection ſhall be vain, - 
Once to recall a former pain. 


This ſtate of mind, I fain would give, 
To gain it, hope —-and dare to live- 
Dare to be wretched, and you'll find, 
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Yes, believe me, dear friend, while thus mutual ourlove, 
It is then, only then, that we live; | 


For experience convinces, and ever muſt prove, 
What a pain other pleaſures ſtill give. 


1 8 

See the banquet ſo coſtly, ſo rich; and ſo gay, 
That can' beggar the caſt and the weſt, 

Is a ſubſtance of joy for one poor little day, 

For to-morrow tis ſhadow at beſt. 

1 

' The palace, with all its terreſtrial pride, 

Such as Eden itſelf hardly knew, | 
Gros inſipid at laſt, and we range far and wide, - 
To diſcover ſome garden that's new. 


IV. 
Coſtly habits may flatter our ſenſes an hour, 
And the jewel awhile has its charm; 
But to-morrow the death of ſome friend we deplore, 
And the ſable muſt then keep us warm, | 
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V. 
But, in love, my gpod friend, (ſuch ag gurs tho”, alone, 
And not ſuch as the world may pretend, ) 


Ev'ry day ſtill affords ſome dear pleaſure unknown, 
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Hope ! the wretch's comfort, ſtill, 
Feeds my too, too rg via breaſt * 

Tis all the beggar has at will, 
When he lofes all the reſt. 


4 


Take not 40 my hope a 
By affording dark defpair--- 

Hope's the riches of each tay," 
| And ot want oy worlt of care,” 
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I aſk'd of Damon one kind look 
Was that too great a boon ? 
His ſilence was my juſtfrebuke--- 
He lives for one alone. 1 88 / 


: 


Curſe on that lukewarm ftate of love, 
Unknowing hopes or fears; 

Nor vulgar eyes a joy can prove, 

Tho! they may boaſt of fears, 


II. 
Ceaſe, Damon, ceaſe to blame the heart, 
VUntaught till this ſweet hour 
No proof ſhe ſeem'd to want in part —— 
*T was but a teſt of pow r. 7 
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III. 


Compliance on your fide has giv'n, 
Unaſk'd, what ſome refuſe--- 
Ne'er fear a gen'rous mind, like Heay'n, 
Will once the truſt abuſe, 


Come, four not, but the more repoſe— 
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Unwilling minds are poor 3 
Name not a doubt---he feels your woes, 


And wounded but to cure. 
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